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stone walls almost touched and where the branches of trees
criss-crossing above them formed a gloomy tunnel. Faster and
faster they bumped along, shot a rapid, and then swept out into
the stream close beside the camp. It had taken just half an
hour to return while the upward journey had taken fourteen
hours.

It was decided to follow a small tributary to the east, and
soon a native path leading to the slopes of Mount Bliicher was
discovered. From a spur where there was a native house they
saw for the first time the ocean of level forest trees through
which they had been struggling for months. It seemed at first
that the sheer walls thousands of feet high beyond this would
prevent any further exploration, but by persistent efforts
Karius eventually found a way round Mount Bliicher and then
was excited by the discovery of a river on the northern side
which he hoped would lead him to the Sepik. Since the journey
had by this time lasted six months, and many of the carriers
were feeling the effects of their thousand miles of travel, Karius
decided to make a dash for the Sepik with a select party, while
Champion was to take the remainder back to Daru. Actually
Karius almost succeeded, for he had reached the head of a
long valley leading northward when lack of supplies forced
him to return to Daru via the Strickland. He had a trying
journey because at one place the sides of the mountains had
been shaken by earthquakes, and landslides came crashing
down both night and day. Once a mountain-side began to
move under their very feet, and they had barely passed before
it crashed into a valley a thousand feet below.

Meanwhile Champion, naturally disappointed that he could
not accompany his chief, had decided to see as much of the
mountains as he could before returning with the carriers.
Karius had gone to the north-east, but to the north-west there
were unknown ranges and valleys, and a large branch of the
river seemed to come from that direction. As it turned out
Champion's enterprise proved most fortunate, for he not only
found the source of one river but met some friendly natives who
led him beneath the perpendicular walls of the Dap Range to
the Bol (another headwater of the Fly) and so to a native village
called Bolivip.